Completely Useless Dating Advice—See Page 12 
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It’s a Texas Bhatia: Hon 


isten up, hon. 

Whoops! I called you hon. 

I do this a lot. 

I say “hon” so much to 
women that I probly qualify 
for some kind of Clarence Tho- 
mas scholarship to Bob Rob- 
erts University. 

Actually, Ihave to say, I’ve 
never had a single woman get 
mad at me for callin her “hon,” 
and I’ve said it to thousands. 

What’s the deal here? 
Shouldn’t [have at least thirty- 
seven lawsuits filed against 
me by now? Shouldn’t I at least 
get sent to Vassar Sensitivity 
Training or something? 

How can I say “hon” with 
impunity? 

Now I admit, [ve never 
tried it out on a 300-pound 
lesbian bodybuilder, but if I 
ever met a 300-pound lesbian 
bodybuilder, ’m sure that at 
some point in the conversation 
I would call her “hon.” 

I can’t help it. ’ve done it 
all my life. It’s a family thing. 
It’s a Texas thing. I’ve never 
been around people who didn’t 
call one another “hon.” 

But it’s one of those words 
that’s being phased out. 

By the time I’m 70, there 
will be people who will be ab- The dreaded jumping-over-dead-bodies-and-firing-at-the-moon 
solutely appalled that I still competition, just one of the thrilling martial arts contests in Resort 
say “hon.” I mean, there are 1/0 Kull. | 
people who are appalled now, but theyre not numer- when I called Linda Blair “hon” on TV. She acted a 
ous enough yet. When I’m 70, I'll be an example of little surprised, then called me “hon” right back! 
What’s Wrong With This Country. It’s all those Old I think the whole “hon” thing is overrated, my- 
Guys Who Still Say “Hon.” self. 

The closest I ever got to real trouble is one time “Hon” is not a putdown, hon. 
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“Hon” is an American tradition of saying to a 
woman, “I like you. Yow’re okay.” Just like you say 
“bud” when you talk to a guy. 

Am I the only person who knows these things? 

This one I am not givin up. The only person I 
won't be calling “hon” is an actress I sometimes work 
with. And the only reason I don’t call her “hon” is that 
her name... is Honey. 

After all, she might get offended. She might 
think I was shortening her name. 

And speaking of women you don’t wanna mess 
with, Meg Foster is back, she of the cold green eyes 
and the attitude, scariest woman in the movies. How 
many movies has she made where she controls an 
army on a remote island where she’s plotting to take 
over the world? This time, in Resort to Kill, it’s the 
old story of the ancient Mayan secret of chasing men 
through the woods until an incredible amount of 
adrenalin is shooting through their bodies, killing 
them, injecting them with cortisone and stuffing a 
plant down their throats, and turning them into 
unkillable warriors. By the time the movie starts, 
Meg has already gathered up an army of these 
Mayan Steroid Monsters, but what she doesn’t count 
on is Rowdy Roddy Piper and doing body slams on 
em. 

I’ve said this before and I'll say it again, but Piper 
is the only ex-pro wrestler who can actually act—as 
Hulk Hogan has proven time after time—and this 
time he plays a cop who teams up with a grief- 
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Meg Foster: If eyes could kill... 


stricken Japanese samurai patrolman who acciden- 
tally shot his wife to death but lived to fire again, and 
once he gets to Meg Foster’s island, he teams up with 
fearless reporter Kim Morgan Greene, who wears a 
lot of expensive short skirts and stands around the 
jungle while stuff blows up. 

Unfortunately, Meg has captured the most noto- 
rious serial killer in history, killed him, shot him up 
with Mayan steroids, and turned him loose. 

Fortunately, he looks like a pro wrestler. 

Yes. That’s right. The final scene is just like 
Wrestlemania VI, but with a lot more full-body 
impalements and exploding character actors. 

Thirty dead bodies. Two breasts. Neck-snap- 
ping. Killer Chippendale dancer. Head-butting. 
Throwing stars to the forehead. Dart to the head. 
Throat-ripping. Flaming Mayan (it’s not a cocktail). 
Fifteen Kung Fu scenes. Drive-In Academy Award 
nominations for Meg Foster, as the cold-blooded mad 
archeologist, for saying “When I close my eyes all 
men are the same”; Roddy Piper, as the goofball cop, 
for saying “There is no jurisdiction when it comes to 
a killer, Captain”; Kim Morgan Greene, as the frigid 
reporter, for saying “In the future, I’d appreciate you 
staying out of my business”; Woon, as the ultimate 
Mayan kung-fu filler, for being named Woon; and 
Sonny “J.J.” Chiba, as the Japanese samurai cop, for 
speaking no English but not letting that stop him 
from doing long scenes of English dialogue, includ- 
ing the line “I love you, but I am a warrior.” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


Big Brigitte Croons for the Commies 


Besides be- 
ing an interna- 
tional film star, 
Brigitte Niel- 
sen (Murder by 
Moonlight) also 
possesses musi- 
cal talents, hav- 
ing just released 
her first single, 
“Suspicion.” 
Nielsen  cur- 
rently lives in 
Switzerland and 
has several live 
European perfor- 
mances sched- 
uled. She’s par- 
ticularly excited 
about an upcom- 





Melissa Anne Moore 


liam Mesa’s fu- 
turistic action 
thriller Terminal 
Force for New Line 
Cinema. Nielsen’s 
character is simi- 
lar to a female Ar- 
nold Schwarze- 
negger’ action 
hero. John Bren- 
nan plays the good 
guy and Richard 
Mull takes on the 
villain role. 
Nielsen also stars 
in the American/ 
Japanese action 
production  Si- 
lencer, which has 
filmed in New Or- 


this fairy tale, which is the fourth 
in a series of films released each 
Christmas. 

Based on Dean Koontz’s 
book Watchers, Concorde/New 
Horizon’s latest horror film, 
Watchers 3, stars Wings Hauser 
(Beastmaster 2) and is directed 
by Jeremy Stanford. It is set to 
be released in November. 

To be released in the spring 
of 1995 is the action-thriller Holo- 
gram Man, PM Entertainment’s 
largest budget film to date, being 
produced for just under $2 mil- 
lion. Richard Peppin directs 
while Joe Lara, John Amos 
(Die Hard 2), William San- 
derson (Mirror Mirror) and 
Michael Nouri (Flashdance) 


round out the cast. 
—ME.issA ANNE MOORE 
If you have news for Melissa, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 76221. 


leans and co-stars Robert Davi 
(License to Kill) and Jan-Michael 
Vincent (Raw Nerve). Nielsen also 
has a starring role in the Euro- 
pean children’s film, Fantaghire 
IV. Nielsen plays an evil witch in 


ing date to sing at the Kremlin in 
Moscow and wishes she had more 
time to devote to her singing 
career. Keeping in stride with 
her film career, Nielsen has re- 
cently completed filming Wil- 


ENQUIRING MINDS 





ROCCO and FOSTER Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 
Pacific. 

November 12: Children of the Night: A pus-faced vampire 
lives underwater in the basement of the town cathedral, where 
he lures teenagers to their deaths and commands an army of 
vampires, including a Karen Black vampire, in this strange, 
muddled horror flick starring Peter DeLuise as the sensitive 
elementary school teacher trying to rescue Ami Dolenz from 
the mean ole monster. With a great supporting performance by 
Garrett Morris as a crazed, drunken preacher. Two stars. 
(Second feature: Dracula Rising: Christopher Atkins is the 
first Dracula to take his lover to a waterfall and swim around 
nekkid, in this cheapie starring Stacey Travis as an art 
restoration expert who gets summoned to Romania to repair a 
painting in an abandoned monastery owned by two vampires. It 
turns out that she’s returning to the village where she lived 500 
years before, until she was burned at the stake by the evil monk 
(not Christopher). Three stars.) 

November 19: Nemesis: In the year 2027, the LAPD has 
been taken over by evil cyborgs led by Tim Thomerson, and the 
only man who can stop them is French martial artist Olivier 
Gruner. One long confusing chase scene, with lots of exploding 
metal and an is-he-or-isn’t-he-human plot. Two stars. (Second 
feature: Prince of the Sun: Killer kung-fu monks kidnap a little 
kid called the Living Buddha and hold him in a dungeon so he'll 
lose all his powers and a creepy bald-headed guy will rule the 
world. But Cynthia Rothrock and Hong Kong comedy star 
Conan Lee team up to save him, in this weirdbeard dubbed 
supernatural comic martial-arts action flick. Two stars.) 


Vriven Clinically insane by year's of having Shari Lewis’ 
hand up his ass, a fluffy puppet goes on a rampage. 
He ‘5 beheaded Burt and Ernie ! Hes eaten Forzie 
Bear's liver with fava beans and a nice Chianti! 


CAN NO ONE STOP HiS GRISLY KiLLiNG SPREE? 





Copyright 1994 


the silence of the lamb-chop 


Go 


Ick! Gross! Pass the popcorn bucket! We’re talking . . . 


Big-Time Barf-O-Rama 


ver notice these people 

that have fish welded 
to the back of their cars? 
It’s some kinda Christian 
deal. Nobody’s ever ex- 
plained it to me. But any- 
how, Isawa Rolls the other 
day with a big silver fish 
on it. 

I figure, if you’re gonna 
weld a fish to your car, you 
better be a danged good 
Christian. I mean, if you’re 
gonna advertise, you bet- 
ter shell out a little change 
when the homeless guy 
shoves his cardboard 
Magic-Marker sign 
through your window and 
mumbles something psy- 


chotic. ; 
But this Fish-Chris- Dysfunctional dining will have you tossing your cookies in The 


tian in the Rolls acted like Unearthing. 
the homeless guy was invisible. And then he was so__ of the universe. But I asked a friend what the fish is 
anxious to get away from the corner that he cut me _ for, and he said, “I think it’s some kinda secret 
off. symbol that the Christians use to communicate, 

Normally it wouldn’t even bother me, causeI cut identify one another, figure out who’s on the same 
people off all the time. I’m the champeen jerk driver team.” 





I said, “You meanaill the 
Christians are tryin to cut 
us off in traffic? It’s like a 
plot, a conspiracy? The Fish 
People stick together on this 
stuff?” 

I’ve noticed the same 
thing when you get a busi- 
ness card with a fish on it. 
The guy’s gonna overcharge 
you and then act like you 
should take it because, after 
all, we’reall Christians here, 
right? 

I don’t trust em. If any- 
body feels like he has to ac- 
tually weld holes in a piece 
of steel and put a giant bill- 
board on the butt of his car, 
he’s just a little bit too inse- 
cure for me. One day he’s 
gonna forget the thing is 
back there and pull out some 


When the Nulls ask the neighbors over for dinner, they ask emover automatic weapons in traf- 
for dinner. fic, you know what I mean? 


4 











In the meantime, I’ve 
got an answer for those of 
us who fear the Fish 
People. 

I’m weldin a steel rod- 
and-reel to the back of my 
truck. Cause, after all, 
thereare afew things fish 
are good for. 

And speaking of the 
great religions of the 
world, this week’s movie 
is called The Unearthing, 
and it honors the ancient 
Filipino cult of vampires 
who live in rural Wiscon- 
sin and eat live fetuses. 

Please revive the 
right-to-lifers, and [ll 
continue. 

There’s this really 
rich guy named Null who 
lives in a mansion with 
his creepy wheezy old mother, and his crazy sister 
out in the shed, and a Filipino voodoo midwife. And 
the rich guy goes into town ever so often, signs a 
contract to adopt unborn babies, and then makes up 
some kinda lame story so the pregnant girl will go 
out to the woods with him and pretend like she’s his 
wife. 

Little does she know that he intends to feed her 
to mama, who likes to suck blood out of human wrists 
and claw her way up onto the roof and start twitch- 
ing until a ninety-foot-long throbbing bloody muscle 
unspools out of her throat like a garden hose and 
snakes its way into the bedroom where the pregnant 
girl is sleeping and hooks up to the umbilical... 

You really don’t wanna know. 

I’ve seen a lot of disgusting stuff in my day—a lot 
of disgusting stuff—but this movie is nasty, gory, 





Childbirth is hell. 


Norman Moses tries a little La Maze on Tina (na Paukstelis. 





puky and gross. You'll need to clean your VCR heads 
after you watch it. 

My kinda flick. 

Five dead bodies. One dead dog. No breasts. 
Facial goo-fest. Closeup bloodsucking. Throat-pierc- 
ing. Garden hoe to the forehead. Chainsaw attack. 
Neck-ripping. Shrunken head Fu. Umbilical Fu. 
Hatchet Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nominations 
for Mildred Nierras, as the creepola Filipino woman 
who says “It cannot wait”; Tina Ona Paukstelis, as 
the scream queen who hacks off her own hand to get 
away; and Norman Moses, who’s a kind of cross 
between Jack Nicholson in The Shining and 
Leatherface in The Texas Chainsaw Massacre, for 
saying “We Nulls take care of our own.” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Victory Over Creeping 


Retro-Communism! 


The Starlite Drive-In in Neligh, Nebraska, 
remains in business despite a New York Times 
article implying that its days are numbered and 
there’s no way it can hold out much longer. Don 
Johnson, the owner, has held prices to four bucks 
for a double feature, and popcorn is still seventy- 
five cents, and there are only 1,742 people living 
in the town—so that sounds like a pretty damned 
good businessman. He even has radio sound, and 
can handle 400 cars a night. Jonathan T. Shearer 
of Reinholds, Pennsylvania, Clint Williams of 
Oakland, Michigan, and George Kaywood of 
Omaha remind us that, with eternal vigilance, 
the drive-in will never die. 

















Reviews by the Science Fiction & Fantasy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


B LADE RUNNER: 
THE DIRECTOR’S CUT 


“Visionary genius” Ridley Scott’s preferred version of the 
“visually stunning” “now flawless” cyberpunk classichas Harrison 
Ford’s voiceover narration removed and the “up” ending of the 
studio replaced with the original. A group of banished androids, 
led by “menacing but desperate rebel slave” Rutger Hauer, 
come to Earth to find a cure for their limited lifespans, and Ford 
(“at his best,” “acting up a storm”) is hired to kill them, but falls 
in love with another “replicant,” Sean Young. Added are new 
scenes detailing the romance between Ford and Young, as well as 
a dream sequence featuring a unicorn which causes Ford to 
question the nature of his own identity. Despite the film’s major 
romance, some think it’s 
Hauer who “shows more car- 
ing” for “great psychotic” 
Darryl Hannah, “the new 
poster child for anorexia.” 
“Likely the single best sci- 
ence fiction movie of all 
time.” “Scott is a master of 
atmosphere and convincing 
scale. The removal of post- 
production overdub narra- 
tion truly makes this ver- 
sion come alive. It’s a com- 


System 


94-89 Classic 
88-84 Excellent 
83-80 Decent 
79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 


Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


uprising of the mole people” that helps them escape—and they try 
to take with them a blond slave girl played by the “most convinc- 
ing” Cynthia Patrick. “A rather standard-quality fifties flick. 
The premise is imaginative and fun; most other aspects are just 
okay.” “Terrific ‘scientific’ introductory speech by Dr. Frank C. 
Baxter, Professor of English at USC—a wonderful corny touch.” 
“The preface speech about theories of underground civilizations 
is painfully long and stupid.” “This film has some shocking scenes: 
girls sacrificing themselves, their charred, dead bodies carried 
out on stretchers, a beautiful submissive blonde lashed witha cat- 
o’-nine-tails, slaves lashed by overseers and thrown gnarly food.” 
“They don’t shy away from grisly sacrifices and violent slave 
revolt.” “It’s nice to see this in its entirety. It is always severely 
edited for TV.” “At the time this was made, Sir Edmund Hillary 
had just scaled Everest in 1954. Some of the mountain 
climbing sequences look like they could have been stock 
footage from the Hillary climb.” Thirty-three dead bodies. 
Cast: Nestor Paiva (“went to the Conan School of 
Overacting” as Dr. Etienne Lafarge), Alan Napier (“very 
believable” as Elinu, the evil priest of Ishtar), Phil Cham- 
bers (Dr. Paul Stuart), Rodd Redwing (Nazar), Robin 
Hughes (First Officer). Writer: Lazlo Gorog (“good”). 
Director: Virgil Vogel (“genius”). [Universal Interna- 
tional/MCA-Universal. 1956/93.] Overall rating: 87. 


‘['IME RUNNER 


: 64-50 Dog Doo Doo : 
pletely different movie.” . oe “Slick” “convoluted” thriller starring the “okay” 
“This is one of the most visu- Science Fiction “pretty decent” Mark Hamill as a space captain who 
ally impressive and beauti- & F antasy Records must travel through a “worm hole” from the year 2022 to 


ful movies I have ever seen.” 
“The whole tone of the movie 
is claustrophobic, much like 
the Nostromo in Alien. Who 
would want to live in the Los 
Angeles of constant haze and 
rain depicted in this film?” “There are many slow sequences, 
charged with emotional energy but otherwise devoid of action. 
Fortunately, Blade Runner is such a work of art that you don’t 
mind.” Minority opinions: “This flick has a dark mood unrelieved 
by any real humor.” “This is set in the year 2019, yet clothing, 
hairstyles, furniture and ‘digs’ are about 1980. The director’s cut 
is lackluster and lacks the pizzaz of the colloquial idiom that 
makes science fiction special. Eminently forgettable.” Hauer has 
the best line: “An interesting experience to live in fear, isn’t it? 
That’s what it means to be a slave.” Eight dead bodies. Two 
breasts. Skull and finger crushing. Fight explosions. Cast: Joanna 
Cassidy (“wonderful” in “too small a part” as Zhoera), Edward 
James Olmos (Gaff), M. Emmet Walsh (“always welcome” as 
Bryant), William Sanderson (“good” as J.F. Sebastian), Brion 
James (“memorable” as blue-collar android Leon), Joe Turkel 
(Tyrell), James Hong (Chew). Writers: Hampton Fancher, 
David Peoples, from Philip K. Dick’s novel, Do Androids 
Dream of Electric Sheep? |Warner. 1982/93.] Overall rating: 94. 


([[HE MOLE PEOPLE 


Lowest rating: 62 


“Fun” “quaint” fifties thriller “with a stock plot” starring 
“excellent” John Agar and “wonderfully stilted” Hugh Beau- 
mont as archeologists who find an ancient tablet foretelling a 
curse, then fall into a volcano in Asia and discover a perfectly 
preserved Sumerian city from 3000 B.C. that exists by enslaving 
sand-sucking sloth-like creatures (“mole people”), and sacrificing 
sensuous women to keep the population problem under control. 
Living underground are “ugly guysin tunics,” a “fat belly dancer— 
how gross!,” and “a bunch of albinos with black hair.” Agar “waves 
his ‘fire cylinder’ and pretends to be a god,” instigating “an 


Highest rating: 94 (Blade Runner: 
The Director’s Cut, 1982/93). 


(Shredder Orpheus, 1989). 


save the world from an alien attack led by “miscast” Brion 
James, “best he’s ever looked” as a U.S. senator on the 
rise. The “always fresh and likeable” Rae Dawn Chong 
(“bad hair but good acting”) is an alien astrophysicist who 
joins up with Hamill to stop James from becoming presi- 
dent, although “her character is totally unmotivated—no 
explanation offered as to why she would betray her people.” “It 
rips off Total Recall, Dead Zone, Alien Nation and Cyborg.” “The 
Terminator meets Back to the Future.” “Terminator meets The 
Philadelphia Experiment.” “If The Terminator and Stars Wars 
had a baby, this is it.” “The piecemeal plot shows that committee 
screenplays stink.” “Mark Hamill looks like he’s been on a two- 
week bender of LSD and alcohol. The Don Johnson look on him 
is really Skid Row sleaze.” “Who would ever buy Brion James as 
president of anything?” “The bad guys in the movie are the worst 
shots I’ve ever seen.” Fifty-one dead bodies. Three motor vehicle 
chases. Thirty-seven explosions. Skull-crushing. Cast: Mare 
Bauer (either “pretty menacing” or “abominable” as a “Roy- 
Batty-lookalike-bad-guy,” Freeman), Gordon Tipple (“good,” 
“great comic relief” as Arnie Hoxworth), Allen Forget (Murphy), 
Barry W. Levy (Bryant), John Thomas (Simms), John Gre- 
gory McLaren (Carl Withers), Suzy Joachim (“totally unbe- 
lievable” as Hamill’s mother, Dorothy Raynor). Writers: Chris 
Hyde, Greg DeRoche, Ron Tarrant, Ian Bray, Michael 
Mazo, John Curtis (“too much plot getting in the way of the 
story,” “irritating plot holes,” “adequate”). Director: Mazo (“good”). 
[North American Releasing/New Line. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 
83. 


[THE DEADLY MANTIS 


“Slow” “typical giant-bug movie” full of “the naive paranoia 
of the era,” about an earthquake in the Arctic that cracks the ice 
and releases a flying prehistoric insect. The mantis flies south, 
eating the U.S. Air Force, terrorizing Eskimo villages, and 
visiting the Washington Monument before heading to—where 
else?—New York City. The top paleontologist on the case is 


“weak” William Hopper, who “really chews the scenery during 
a speech about why the creature must be an insect.” Air Force 
Colonel Craig Stevens, in the “much-overlooked mold of clean- 
cut, shiny American heroism,” does “one of his best jobs” as he 
brings the mantis down by smashing a Sabre Jet into it, then 
gassing it in the Holland Tunnel, thereby winning the girl— 
“scene-stealing” “Jane Wyman look-alike” Alix Talton, as an 
“uppity” Museum of Natural His- 
tory journalist who “typifies the 
early ‘liberated woman” as she 
“walks a tightrope of coquetry 
and science.” “These films are the 
best bubble-gum fun.” “There’s 
nothing to distinguish this film 
from lots of other films done in 
the fifties. That’s what’s so great 
about it. It’s like hearing an old 
song on the radio.” “Great sixth- 
grade sicence class narration. 
Wonderfully bad voiceovers. The 
opening makes me feel as though 
I’m in the old ‘Journey to 
Innerspace’ ride at Dizzyland.” 
“The usual stilted dialogue. I love 
it.” “If you look beyond the man- 
tis, this flick is pure U.S. Air 
Force propaganda.” “An amaz- 
ingly high percentage of the film 
is stock footage—maybe 20 to 25 
per cent. It’s still okay.” Nine 
dead bodies. One motor vehicle 
chase. Train wreck. Bus wreck. Twelve explosions. Cast: Paul 
Smith (“comic relief” as the idiot corporal), Donald Randolph 
(General Mark Ford), Pat Conway (Sgt. Pete Allen), Florenz 
Ames (“outstanding” as Professor Anton Gunther), Phil Harvey 
(Lou), Floyd Simmons (Army Sergeant), Paul Campbell (Lt. 
Fred Pizar), Helen Jay (Mrs. Farley). Writer: Martin Berkeley 
(“simplistic”). Director: Nathan Juran (“good”). [Universal In- 
ternational/MCA-Universal. 1957/93.] Overall rating: 82. 


Tr ON 


Love-it-or-hate-it computer special effects fantasy—either 
“fun,” “well-made,” “visually flawless” and “mind-blowing,” or “an 
absolute turkey” full of “silly childish techno-babble”—starring 
“charming” “fun-to-watch” Jeff Bridges as a disgruntled com- 
puter-game designer who is sucked into a world of deadly video 
games where light-grid ships sail toward incredible horizons on 
electronic seas. He and Tron, a watchdog program that looks 
exactly like his friend, “wooden” “weak and stilted” Bruce 
Boxleitner, must shut down the master control program so he 
can escape, but first they must overcome “emotionless, menac- 
ing” David Warner, “wonderfully villainous” as the leader of the 
evil computer program Bridges is trying to break into. “Sort of a 
cross between The Wizard of Oz and The Lawnmower Man—one 
of the lamest flicks by Disney. This was their big attempt at a 
comeback after the dismal Black Hole.” “It seems like every three 
or four years there is an attempt to upstage Tron—all unsuccess- 
ful to date.” “Elegant visuals show the state of computer graphics 
in the early eighties, but look flat and video-game-like now.” 
“There may have been a lot of progress in computer animation 
since this old thing was released, but some of the scenes are still 
mildly impressive. Computer-semi-illiterate-types will find all 
the techno-talk alienating, and the average 12-year-old hacker- 
dweeb will find many of the story’s premises naive.” “The pro- 
grammers all look like people. None are rails or grossly over- 
weight. Eyeglasses are optional. They are even able to socially 
interact with normal human beings. Call it a realism problem.” 
“Bridges is almost geeky enough to be a computer programmer. 
Boxleitner is not, even with glasses, but he’s still good.” “The 
computer graphics are good for their day, but it’s amazing to see 
how far we’ve come.” “The story line is kind of simplistic, while 





Harrison Ford is at his best in the preferred 
version of Ridley Scott’s cyberpunk classic, 
Blade Runner: The Director’s Cut. 


being confusing and complicated at the same time. A lot of 
internal computer politics and lingo that never gets clearly 
explained.” “The redigitization of the images is landmark work 
and still stands alone in the film field.” Seven dead bodies. Three 
motor vehicle chases. Fifteen explosions (graphics only). Cast: 
Cindy Morgan (“weak’” as Lora), Michael J. Dudikoff IT (“bit 
part”), Bernard Hughes (Dr. Walter Gibbs/Dumont). Writer/ 
Director: Steven Lisberger (“just a tad 
overwritten,” “decent writing,” “good direc- 
tion”), from a story by Lisberger, Bonnie 
MacBird. [Buena Vista/Walt Disney. 1982/ 
93.] Overall rating: 81. 


[HE PHANTOM EMPIRE 


Everyone either loved or hated (but 
mostly loved) this “cheesy” “goofy” “awful” 
“nonsensical” “spoof of serials” in which a 
party of adventurers led by “entertaining” 
“funny” “tough-girl” salvage expert Dawn 
Wildsmith goes underground to find the 
city of Rillyeh and its lost treasure. Instead 
they find cannibals, dinosaurs, volcanoes, 
mutant gangs, robots, a big-breasted leather- 
clad alien queen (Sybil Danning, who 
stomps mineralogist Ross Hagen’s butt), 
and Michelle Bauer, “shivering and quiv- 
ering effectively” as the grunting Cave 
Bunny ina fur bikini—“Conan’s wet dream.” 
The “ridiculous” Robert Quarry is a profes- 
sor who says things like “Never look a gift 
cavegirl in the mouth!,” and treasure-hunting Susan Stokey, 
who organizes the whole expedition, “never shuts up” as she 
slinks around spouting wisdom like “It’s as black as caviar in 
here!” “A sendup of every ‘lost world’ movie ever made.” “Cross 
between The Mole People, The Time Machine and the Indiana 
Jones movies.” “It’s badly made, poorly written, and completely 
overdone, but just plain funny. It’s like they try to take every 
popular idea from every sci-fi B movie and cram it into one 
unbelievable story.” “A wonderful reproduction of a fifties mon- 
ster movie coupled with a classic serial Edgar Rice Burroughs 
plot. The terrific screenplay allows actors to loosen up and play 
archetypes of B movie characters and have a lot of fun.” “It’s 
rather notable in its meaningless rambling, kind of ‘stream of 
consciousness’ moviemaking. Few if any of the scenes have 
anything discernible to do with whatever precedes them.” “The 
mutants look like reject Morlocks from The Time Machine.” “The 
‘snappy banter’ just isn’t snapping. It’s not even crackling or 
popping! When one of the characters says “The melodrama is 
getting alittle deep,’ you'll happily agree. What the hellis Robbie 
the Robot doing here?” “Jeffrey Combs, Quarry and, of course, 
Sybil Danning all seem to enjoy the silly movie without despising 
it.” “The drug-induced proclamation at the beginning is an 
interesting touch.” “Robbie the Robot is terrific. He follows the 
pattern of the original Robbie, but looks even better.” [Note from 
Joe Bob: Producer/director Fred Olen Ray used the actual 
Robbie from Forbidden Planet.] Minority opinion: “Absolutely 
unwatchable.” Wildsmith has the best line: “They ain’t people, 
they’re monsters and don’t forget it!” Six dead bodies. Six breasts. 
Eye-gouging. Hot coffee to the face. Girl on a spit. Flaming 
mutant. One motor vehicle chase. One explosion. Heads roll. 
Hands roll. Bearskin rug wrestling. Kung Fu. Cast: Russ Tamblyn 
(“gratuitous” “bit part,” “worse hamming than William Shatner” 
as Bill), Cory Kaplan (“good” as cave girl). Writers: Ray, T.L. 
Lankford (“overkill,” “stupid dialogue,” “brilliant”). [AIP. 1987. ] 
Overall rating: 79. < 


[HE SUPERNATURALS 


99 66 


“Tedious” “pitiful” “turkey”’—although some consider it “a 
great ghost story’—about a Civil War battlefield haunted by the 
Confederates who were used as guinea pigs to clear a mine field 


the hard way. The Confederate boy who watches his mother 
barbarically killed is given supernatural powers, which he uses 
to bring her back to life as a woman who is unable to age 
(Margaret Shendal, in a “good” performance), along with all the 
dead Confederate soldiers, who rise as zombies 120 years later 
and go on a rampage against an army squad on training maneu- 
vers led by “great badass” Nichelle Nichols, a “perfect by-the- 
book drill sergeant,” who fights them off with the help of “cute 
pretty boy” private 
Maxwell Caulfield, 
and “brainless ninny” 
Talia Balsam, “asim- 
pering wimp of a sol- 
dier.” “What a disap- 
pointing mess.” “This 
is an attempt to blend 
the zombie movie with 
the ghost story, witha 
bit of Southern Com- 
fort thrown in. It feels 
a lot like a made-for- 
TV movie.” “The idea 
of the story isn’t bad, 
butit should have been 
a half-hour Tales 
From the Dark Side. 
The twist at the end is 
genuinely (slightly) 
surprising.” “You 
never really under- 
stand what’s going on 
or why.” Twenty dead 
bodies. Seven explosions. One motor vehicle chase. Punji stick to 
the back. Neck-gouging. Head rolls. Arm rolls. Cast: Bobby Di 
Cicco (“really good fuck-up,” “hand permanently attached to his 
crotch” as Pvt. Tim Cort), Levar Burton (“gratuitous,” “wasted” 
as Pvt. Michael Osgood), Bradford Bancroft (Pvt. Tom Weir), 
Scott Jacoby (Pvt. Chris Mendez), Richard Pachorek (Pvt. 
Bubba Sedgewick), John Zarchen (Pvt. Julius Engel). Produc- 
ers/Writers: Joel Soisson, Michael S. Murphey (“nonsensical, 
plotless,” “lame”). Director: Armand Mastroianni (“border- 
line”). [Embassy. 1985.] Overall rating: 75. 


W4eri0r QUEEN 
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In this “dumb, aimless” “classical Roman disaster movie” 
(with “extra T&A”), a “very bored” Sybil Danning is a Palestin- 
ian queen who journeys to Pompeii to rescue a slave girl, Tally 
Chanel, who “walks through the entire film with wiggly, braless 
breasts.” Meanwhile, we visit the local bordello for “long orgies” 
in which the “outstanding” Josephine Jacqueline Jones has 
her top removed at least once by every male member of the cast. 
(“Women in ancient Pompeii have bikini tan lines!”) Then to the 
coliseum for “unlikely gladiatorial contests,” until molten lava 
ensues. Donald Pleasence is “his usual demented sleazoid” as 
the “annoying drunkard ruler,” and the eagle-eyed will spot ex- 
porn star Samantha Fox (working under the fake name Stasai 
Micuna) as Philomena, the ruler’s wife. “Really a soft-core-nude, 
soft-core-gore film disguised as a sword-sand-and-breast film.” 
“Sybil’s best picture yet—she only has one speaking line.” “No- 
body can act, fight or die. The props look like painted cardboard.” 
“Sybil Danning handles asword about as gracefully asifshe were 
swinging an uncooperative dog by the tail.” “Silver lame high- 





Video-game programmers Jeff Bridges, Cindy Morgan and 
Bruce Boxleitner aren’t quite geeky enough to be convinc- 
ing in the love-it-or-hate-it computer-nerd classic, Tron. 


heeled shoes in Pompeii in 79 A.D.? Whoare we kidding?” “Totally 
pointless. No plot, just endless scenes. She’s not even a warrior 
queen. She kills a couple of guys—big deal!” Richard Hill, as 
Marcus, has the best line: “I’ve loved many women, once.” 
Twenty-six dead bodies. Eighty-seven breasts. Snake dance. 
Frisbee in the head. Eye-nailing. Head on a pike. Intestine 
spillage. Bowl of ears. One explosion (Vesuvius). Cast: Marco 
Tulio Cau (“very poor imitation of Lou Ferrigno” as Goliath), 
Suzanna Smith (Veneria). Writer: 
Rick Marx (“lousy,” “dialogue sucks”), 
froma story by Peter Welbeck. Direc- 
tor: Chuck Vincent (“bad”). [Light- 
ning Pictures/Vestron. 1985/87.] Over- 
all rating: 74. 


(CYBERNATOR 
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“Leaden’ “ridiculous” “stinkola” 
about cyborgs that are killing powerful 
people, causing “cutie-pie leading man” 
Lonnie Schuyler and his “Tonto” on 
the force, Jeff Jenkins, to believe the 
army is involved. Jenkins is killed, 
proving their theory correct: the cy- 
borgs have been sent out because the 
military’s appropriations are being cut 
off. So the “overacting” “unusually in- 
effective” Schuyler “sits around in his 
underwear, cleaning his gun and cry- 
ing about the injustice in the world, 
then goes out hunting cyborgs while 
wearing warmups but no underwear.” 
In the big finale, he hooks up with his stripper girlfriend, “Hillary 
Clinton look-alike” Christine Peralta—“or maybe more like 
Hillary’s ugly sister”>—who is “possibly the worst, skinniest and 
ugliest stripper ever,” and she “goes along on her boyfriend’s 
suicide mission, unarmed, wearing cut-offs and high heels,” so 
that they can defeat the army and “ride around in a red convert- 
ible.” “Intentionally or otherwise, it has the visual quality of a 
cheap porno video.” “Everyone is so wooden that together they 
constitute a fire hazard.” “Even the strippers are boring.” “If 
people in 2010 are still driving Ford Pintos, how did they get the 
technology for selective memory erasure?” “It’s actually just a 
rehash of the sheriff-goes-after-the-evil-cattle-rancher story.” 
“Typical military-secret-project-goes-wrong, with a bit of Blade 
Runner.” “This winner rips off William Gibson, Blade Runner, 
Hellraiser, Star Trek’s Borg and asniff of Mad Max overtones and 
Robocop touches.” “Oh my God! A 300-pound belly dancer!” “The 
exotic dance sequences would have been booed off the stage at the 
Oak Theater in Chicago.” Twenty-four dead bodies. Four breasts. 
Cast: William Smith (“standout” as “his usual gravelly scummy 
self, always dependable but wasted here” who “after taking a 
shotgun blast to the face and a high-voltage jolt, goes on to give 
a ‘Turn to the dark side, Luke’ speech”), Michael Foley (“fun to 
watch” as “slimy” Capt. Hare), Jeff Jenkins (Jim Weaver), 
James K. Williams (Major J.K. Wright), Ed Sanchez (“super- 
bad” as Professor Mancini), Jay Harris (Senator Quay), Chad 
Taylor (Senator’s Aide), Jack Senior (Captain Feifer), Erin 
Rado (“standout” as the chubby belly dancer), Shari Leigh 
(“standout” as “the cyborg babe with big teeth—among other 
things—and a fan on her fist”). Writers: Sanchez, Robert Rundle 
(“bad bad bad”), from Rundle’s story. Director: Rundle (“bad”). 
[Market Media/Vista Street. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 69. 


Members of the Science Fiction and Fantasy Committee are Scott Atkinson, Director of Financial Aid, State University 
of New York/Brockport, Rochester, N.Y.; Clarke Blacker, computer graphics artist/guitarist, Lantana, Fla.; Karl Bunker, 
mechanical technician, Brookline, Mass.; Christopher Donahue, electrical engineer, Garland, Tex.; Morrie Mullins, college 
student/writer, North Little Rock, Ark.; Mare Newman, systems programmer/part-time Internet BBS sysop, Houston; Bryan 
Renfro, Louisville, Ky.; Andrew Roller, erotic fiction author and publisher, Sacramento; Conrad Rubinkowski, attorney, 
Springfield, Ill.; Cliff Runkle, computer programmer, Vallejo, Calif.; Kathy Runkle, chemist and writer, Vallejo, Calif.; and 


Kathryn Stuckey, horticulture teacher, Menlo Park, Calif. 


fter only one 

direct-to-video 
appearance, new 
scream queen 
Debbie D has al- 
ready formed a fan 
club, mostly to sell 
her photos and pro- 
mote her singing 
engagements (she 








GRapevine 


... Wherein we report From the 
rangesfrom Florida Underground, the counter-culture, 


life.” Each chroni- 
cled day brings 
something new, 
whether it’s a zine 
or movie review, a 
rant on his job, 
psycho mother or on- 
again-off-again girl- 
friend, or just a shar- 
ing of the satisfac- 
tion of a good res- 


to Maine). This €he ou€-of—€he-mainstream, ano the taurant or bowel 
Philadelphia bru- Loonie fringe of publishing, music, movement. Any- 


nette is five-foot- - = Terai 5 ofh thing goes in Doug’s 
two and measures mooles, COMIC DOOKS, GNO OTRER well-written twenty- 


36C-23-34, she places where misfits dwell. page zine which is 
would like you to somehow less pa- 
know, and you can order her low-budget movie, thetic than his life—the total being more than the 
Burglar From Hell, or her “hit single,” “I Want You sum ofits parts, so to speak. And Pathetic Doug can’t 
in My Life,” or her six-song “original 
promo tape,” or her “official autograph 
pen,” or her special symbol—a three- 
inch blue rose, in water, encased in 
glass—as well as her sexy photos, post- 
ers and T-shirts (this gal is a merchan- 
dising colossus) by asking for her bro- 
chure. The pose shown here (one of 
approximately 9,000 available) is 
Debbie “in her white knit dress kneel- 
ing in front of a vase filled with fresh 
flowers, representing all the living 
things of our Earth.” Sigh. Her ad- 
dress: Debbie D Fan Club, 1657 The 
Fairway, Dept. 106, Jenkintown, PA 
19046. 
€ 

Now you, too, can spend a day in 
the life of a fat, balding, middle-aged, 
halitosis- and hemorrhoid-stricken, 
acerbic, friendless curmudgeon. And, 
best of all, it’s on his nickel. Pathetic 
Doug’s journal-format zine, Pathetic 
Life (“Diary of a Fat Slob”), is published 
every month and gives you a droll day- 
to-day account of his, well, pretty pa- 
thetic life, which he describes rather 
succinctly: “About three years ago I left 
behind my life and moved to San Fran- 
cisco. I haven’t missed most of the 
people I abandoned, because the friends 
and family were only acquaintances 
and the acquaintances were really 
strangers. One day I just slipped away, = a, 
looking for a new life. And this is the Debbie D stops to smell the ... never mind. 
life. Now I have few if any friends, barely the funds be bought. To get a copy of Pathetic Life you have to 
to hover a week from homelessness, a routine that’s barter—send letters, trades, whatever, to: Pathetic 
very routine, and a job that’s menial, temporary,and Doug, 24 Ellis St. #141, San Francisco, CA 94102. 
not worth mentioning. I’ve never been happier. I’m € 
enjoying it, babe, and therein lies the meaning of Greg and Jeri Nikiel, enthusiastic members of 





the Comedy Com- 
mittee on Joe Bob’s 
Board of Drive-In 
Experts, told us 
about a nifty little 
pen that has us won- 
dering how we ever 
lived without it. The 
Night Writer Plus 
pen has a tiny lamp 
at the tip that pro- 
vides a circle of 
light—perfect for 
movie reviewing. 
The DeBerry Prod- 
ucts Co. has yet to 
nail down a definite 
target market, cur- 
rently gunning for 
astronomers, police- 
men, hospital work- 
ers, etc., but until 
now hadn’t consid- 
ered tapping into the 
Siskel and Ebert 
market. For order- 
ing information, 
write to: DeBerry Products Co., P.O. Box 940401, 
Plano, TX 75094-0401. 
€ 

Irving, Texas, best known as home sweet home 
of the Super Bowl champeen Dallas Cowboys, has 
seen its share of sports controversy. First, bad guy 
Jerry Jones storms into town and kicks out good 
guy Tom Landry in favor of college buddy Jimmy 
Johnson. Two Super Bowl wins later, Jerry di- 
vorces Jimmy and woos another old Arkansas crony, 
Barry Switzer. Actually, this soap opera is not the 
only one to rock the relatively innocuous town. If 
Hollywood decided to produce a movie of the week 
based on corrupt politics, big bad police stunts and 
micro-management of police affairs by elected offi- 
cials, it would need to look no farther than Irving, 
hotbed of political rottenness, according to the opin- 
ionated four-page publication, The Controversial 
Committee Report. We’ve got the Irving Arts Board 
chairman who spent $10,000 (down-payment) on 
some mysterious Rembrandt and Goya prints pur- 
portedly to be used for a sesquicentennial celebra- 
tion event, though no one remembers Rembrandt or 
Goya ever drawing or depicting a scene of the Alamo 
or a Texas wagon train. When questioned about the 
purchase, the chairman reimbursed the city with a 
$10,000 cashier’s check to avoid scandal. Then there’s 
his wife, the school board president, mailing some 
questionable personal-agenda material out at tax- 
payers’ expense. And did we mention the mayor, who 
has a son on the city police force whose wife is filing 
a lawsuit against the city of Irving? Mark Holbrook, 





The Jerry Jones/Jimmy Johnson super-combo lasted to win two Super 
Bowls, but couldn’t cut the battle of the super egos. 


Paces 


“solely irresponsible” for the publication of The Con- 
troversial Committee Report, puts it out monthly 
and charges ten bucks for a year’s subscription, 
payable to: Ringtail Productions Limited, P.O. Box 
141084, Irving, TX 75014. 
€ 

A fledgling screenwriter has a better chance of 
winning ten million dollars in the Lotto than break- 
ing into Hollywood, right? Not so, says our buddy 
and long-standing member of Joe Bob’s Board of 
Drive-In Experts, D.L. Bogart of Joplin, Missouri, 
who has beaten the odds. In September, Todd-AO/ 
Trans Atlantic Entertainment, one of the largest 
independent production companies in Hollywood, 
optioned Bogart’s script, International Waters, which 
he “didn’t just write, but lived... .” While Todd-AO/ 
TAE stays involved in large projects, like Oliver 
Stone’s recent Heaven and Earth and Sigourney 
Weaver’s latest comedy, it maintains a commitment 
to new talent, signing seven previously unproduced 
writers just last year. Responding to an open ad in 
Hollywood Screenwriter looking for scripts with plot 
lines never done before, Bogart submitted a one- 
sentence “logline” to describe his plot: “Five Ameri- 
can disc jockeys are shanghaied into service aboard 
a British pirate radio ship.” It generated enough 
interest to get the full script read, and the rest 
(talking options, directors, revisions) is history. Evi- 
dently, of the 10,000-plus loglines received at Todd- 
AO, 3,000 complete scripts were ordered, and of 
those, only International Waters was deemed 
screenworthy enough for immediate development. 
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How’d this guy get back on the ballot? Guess Dee Cee’s been... 


Snowed by the Sniffmeister 


s there something I don’t understand about this 

Marion Barry guy? 

He’s about to get elected mayor of Dee Cee for the 
second time. 

Isn’t this the same guy who 
was playing around with South 
American Nose Candy on 
America’s Funniest Home Videos? 
Didn’t the guy get caught red- 
handed doing drugs with a slinky 
lady in a mini-skirt? 

The only reason I’m a little 
vague on the details is that they 
no longer put this in the news 
articles about the guy. The media 
seems to have amnesia about it. 
Anybody who was involved in 
Watergate gets called “Watergate 
conspirator Simon Minchisky” for 
the rest of his life, even if it’s 
twenty years later and the man is 
working with troubled youth in 
Encino. This guy commits a drug 
crime in one of the cities with the 
worst drug problem, and every- 
body goes, “Oh, well, let’s not 
dredge up the past.” 

You know what [I’m talkin 
about here? I mean, it wouldn’t be that hard. We 
could just invent one of those clever little Newsweek 
titles, like “Panamanian Strongman” or “Supermodel” 
or “Fitness Guru.” We could call him, like, “Toot- 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the 
first person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person 
he notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. 


Records 
Christmas at the Drive-In (45 record) by Cathryn L. 
Lacey (5), Easy to Take Easy to Swallow by Bunkum, Brain- 
child (45 record). 


Videos 

Period of Adjustment with Jane Fonda; The Pickle star- 
ring Danny Aiello; Pit and the Pendulum with Vincent Price 
and Barbara Steele; Pizza Man; Poison Ivy starring Drew 
Barrymore; Police Story; Poor Little Rich Girl; Pray Tell, 
Damozel; Prayer of the Roller Boys with Corey Haim and 
Patricia Arquette; Praying Mantis /Rubdown (2 full-length 
screeners); Prehysteria! starring Austin O’Brien. 





Loving Mayor Marion Barry” or “Sniffmeister Marion 
Barry” or maybe just “Marion “The Connection’ 


Barry.” 


Of course, I realize that there’s probly a huge 





cokehead vote in Dee Cee, but usually the people 
that are guilty of the same thing are the first to turn 
on a politician. Look at how Bob Packwood is treated. 
The guy hasn’t been convicted of anything, but the 
media thinks he should resign just to make it easier 
on the Senate. 

With Powderman Barry, it’s just the opposite. 
Barry told everybody that he’s a victim in the whole 
deal, and the media believed it. They duly reported 
all his allegations of being in a “racially charged 
environment’—with a straight face. He said it with 
a straight face, and they reported it straight. 

Listen to me, people. 

If the voters of Dee Cee want a coke user running 
the city, that’s okay with me. But if we’re gonna roast 
every politician for every single little sin he might of 
committed thirty years ago, let’s not leave this guy 
off the list, all right? 

Some things don’t have diddly squat to do with 
race issues. Theyre just common sense. 

What do you tell the 12-year-old kid who’s start- 
ing to be exposed to serious drug users? 

Better question: What does Marion Barry tell 
em? 

I’m surprised I have to point this out. 


es 


Keep your dating advice to yourself... — 


Maybe I Like Fruitcakes 


have this friend named Earl] who always 

tells me “Never date an actress, Joe Bob.” 

And I like actresses. I really do. I mean, 
I really like actresses. 

And I trust this guy, but he’s totally 
adamant about it, and soI say, “Why shouldn’t 
I date actresses?” 

And he says, “Because they’re selfish. 
They’re only concerned with their own ca- 
reer. They're fruitcakes. They’re worryin 
about parts all the time. They’re flighty. 
They’re fickle. Just take my word for it, Joe 
Bob. Actress—uh-uh. No way. Don’t do it.” 

And then I have this other friend named 
Frankie who tells me, “Don’t get involved 
with divorced women, Joe Bob.” 

And I tell him, “But I’m a divorced man.” 

“It doesn’t matter, Joe Bob. Divorced 
man, he forgets everthing that happened to 
him in the last bad marriage he was in. 
Divorced woman, she remembers ever dang 
thing the guy did to her, and then she tries to 
make sure youre not gonna do the same 


thing, and then as soon as you do somethin ees 
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did to her, she nukes you. Stay away from 
em, Joe Bob. They’re mad, they’re crazed, 
they're bitchy. Underneath they’re simmerin 
with the idea that all men are jerks. And it’s 
just a matter of time till you are a jerk.” 

And so I start thinkin to myself, “Shoot, 
maybe he’s right.” 

I even have a friend named Bobby who 
says, “If you really wanna be happy, Joe Bob, 
only date foreign women. Especially the ones that 
just got off the boat. The ones hangin around the bars 
trying to meet American men. They’re gonna com- 
pare you to some drunk unemployed weasel named 
Raoul in the old country, and they'll think you’re a 
king. You're exotic. You’re what they’ve always been 
searchin for. Try the ones from the Third World—Sri 
Lanka, Brazil, places like that. Also, they never get 
fat.” 

And, in fact, now that I think of it, Bobby is datin 
this gal from Israel, and he seems pretty danged 
happy about it. 

But what I don’t understand is, how come 
everbody else knows all these rules and I’ve never 
heard of any of em? Where do you go to learn this 
stuff? I know there’s a school somewhere, because at 
least ten different people have recited to me the 
“Never date an actress” speech. I’ve also heard 
“Never date a woman with children,” “Never date a 
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woman who likes to talk on the phone more than five 
minutes at a time,” “Never date a woman who’s 
constantly asking you when you did stuff so she can 
figure out the astrological meaning of it,” and “Never 
date a woman with artificial hooters.” 

Personally, I don’t mind stunt breasts, as long as 
they're done in good taste, but the idea is that a 
woman who would actually go to a doctor’s office and 
say, “Here, saw away on my chest for a while,” is 
gonna be tough to deal with when you get down to the 
nitty gritty. 

I don’t know about that. 

I don’t know about any of it. 

With my luck Ill probly end up with some 
divorced actress with children who’s never been to 
the Third World and calls the Psychic Hot Line every 
night. 

I just hope I get away before the Dating Police 
find me. 
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Dear Joe Bob, 


Katherine mad. It was 


Iam a black Jewish that he never called the 
lesbian and I laugh at next day. 
all your jokes about the 
minorities I am a part Dear Joe Bob: 
of. But when you made I find your column a 


fun of people who use 
English Leather co- 
logne—well, I sat down 
and cried. How could 
you do it? Be on notice 
that I may cancel if you 
continue this kind of cruel prejudice. 

Sincerely, 

Notta Chance 

[Jim Norton] 

Wheat Ridge, Colo. 


6 
_ 
- 
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Dear Notta: 
I do love lesbians who use Jade East, though. 


Howdy Joe Bob, 

Well, I rushed out and purchased, on your un- 
precedented six and a half star recommendation, the 
Cindy Crawford Workout Video. Suddenly, between 
the squat thrusts, I’m hearing Roky Erickson, the 
drive-in horror-movie king of rock-n-roll, saying 
“The war of the worlds has started, the Martians 
have landed,” and then the band Primal Scream 
launches into the “Thirteenth Floor Elevator” classic 
“Slip Inside This House.” Cindy doesn’t even miss a 
beat! Can this possibly be? Could I be hearing things? 
Is it just a fluke on my tape? 

Do you have any kind of rational explanation for 
this? 

Signed, 
Jack Ortman 
President 
Roky Erickson Fan Club 
Larkspur, Calif. 
Dear Jack: 

Cindy obviously got your endorphins working 
overtime. 

You see what I mean? 


Joe Bob: 
[Newspaper clipping from Los Angeles Times: 
Movie Accused of Vampire-Like Attack 
“A man has been accused of slashing his girl- 
friend with a broken beer bottle and trying to suck 
her blood after he saw a vampire movie. Stephen J. 
Wilhelm, 35, of St. Francis, Wisconsin, was charged 
with reckless endangerment while armed in the 
alleged attack on Katherine W. Zielski, 30, on New 
Year’s Eve.” | 
Comments? 
David & Terri Ostovich 
Granada Hills, Calif. 
Dear David & Terri: 
It wasn’t so much the blood-sucking that made 


to the Rane ei 


constant source of 
amusement, and infor- 
mation, too. My wife, on 
the other hand, being a 
feminist (what woman 
isn’t?), finds you contro- 
versial, to say the least. 

However, your article on artificial breasts really 
got her attention, as well as my own. 

As it turns out, I’m a lover of small breasts, and 
my wife is a card-carrying member of the itty-bitty- 
titty committee. As you might expect, this works out 
rather well. | 

We both agree that in most cases, “more is 
better.” But large breasts can be a big letdown. 
Anyway, as you point out, “this is gonna be very 
interesting.” 

As for my own tastes, well, small breasts are 
where it’s at. 

Sincerely, 
James Snake Nyhan 
#3-43050 
Pelican Bay State Prison 
Crescent City, Calif. 
Dear Jimbo: 
I'm really glad you have your priorities straight. 
Myself, I'll take em any size I can get em. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
My daughter took your newsletter which she 
recently received into her room. I won’t elaborate 
concerning my horror. But please send me one since 
I need to share this wealth. I know it sounds tradi- 
tional but she really can’t find it! 
Lydia Now’s Mom, 
Lorna Wright 
Dallas 

Dear Lorna: 

Can't you control that girl? 

Dont you know you’re supposed to set an ex- 
ample? 

Don‘ you realize that very few Moms are disgust- 
ing enough to want my newsletter? 


Joe Bob, 

I am a new reader and am wondering about the 
breast count. If you were to say twenty-one breasts, 
would you mean twenty-one actual breasts or twenty- 
one pairs of breasts? 

P.S. Iam a big fan of breasts, although you could 
call me a “butt man.” Is there any possibility of 
adding a butt count as well? (Of course they would 
have to be naked butts—female butts.) 
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Mike Noyes 
Denton, Tex. 
Dear Mike: 

I ain’t countin butts. I can’t tell you why I ain't 
countin butts. I just don’t feel right about countin 
butts. I realize it makes no sense, but I ain't countin 
butts. 


Victory Over Canadian 


Communism! 


The three-screen Highway 400 Drive-In, near 
Woodbridge, Ontario, not only stays in busi- 
ness—at eight bucks a person—but sometimes 
completely fills all 1,300 spaces. John Charles of 
Guelph reminds us that, with eternal vigilance, 
the drive-in will never die. 
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This Week's Contest 

J.W. Guard of Parker, Colorado: “I’ve been 
trying to locate a movie I saw a few years ago on late 
night ‘Creature Features.’ I believe the title is Inva- 
sion of the Star Creatures. I don’t know who was in 
this movie, but it’s a fairly sick, tongue-in-cheek, 
aliens-come-to-Earth type story. The plot (or lack 
thereof) goes something like this. Two Amazonesque 
alien women crash on earth. They are joined by their 
tree-like alien henchmen and take up residence in a 
cave. Along come two sad-sack Army private types 
who discover them trying to fix their ship to either 
leave or take over the earth (I can’t remember 


K. 
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Joe Bob Jackets Back for an Encore! 


“Cool jacké 
“| love my JBB jacket—it’s nicer th 
“The jacket is aw 


Joe Bob had these jackets made up as 
special Christmas presents for the crew of his TV 
show, and they were such a hit, he decided to 
offer them to his fans, too. These high quality 
jackets have acharcoal gray wool body with red 
leather sleeves, collar and pocket slits. On the 
backis a full color chenille patch with the Joe Bob 
Briggs logo and extra stitching to read “Joe Bob 
Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Your 
name plus “Bob” (i.e. “Mary Bob” or “Sam Bob") 
in red script on the left front costs $6 extra. First 
deadline for ordering is December 15. Allow 8 
weeks from that date for delivery. Specify size— 
men’s XS/16-18,S/36,M/38,L/40-42, XL/42-44, XXL/ 
46, XXXL/46-48, 4XL/50-52. Please use form to pro- 
vide shipping address and fill out the following: 


This Video 


S 







Jacket $155 


____ (X residents add 8.5% tax) 


S 


h Producer 
h-priced catalog!”—Ellen Gonella 
: "Keith Blue 


(XXL or larger $170) 


Size 


Name on front $6 
Name 
Shipping $5 


Total 





Deal Sucks! 


Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘To Sleep With a Vampire’ for only $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the four-star erotic thriller 
To Sleep With a Vampire for only $10 starring Charlie Spradling 
in her hottest role yet as a topless dancer who falls in love with 
a vampire. Hurry! Offer expires November 30 1994. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Jo Sleep 
With a Vampire video—$80 in foreign countries. 


LI 


Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


LI 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Name 
Address 
City 
Chore (ae 9 ee ee 
Check one: MC __ Visa ___ Exp. Date 








SE 





‘Cappuccino My Butt’ Mug 


This 15-ounce ceramic sipper is white with ‘Cappuccino 
My Butt’ on the front in black. (Other side says: “When did 
everybody go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes 
to this new idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla- 
Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art director for music 
videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs.) $9.95—plus $2.90 shipping. 


Signature 
Ordering information for any of Joe Bob's five books, 1990-94 


BOOKS eBINDERSeBACK ISSUES  sinders orlist ofack issues available by writing to address below. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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which), and the fun begins. They are also joined by 
a band of Indians who smoke and drink and want to 
pow-wow all the time. Not necessarily Academy 
Award material, but that’s why it’s such a great no- 
brainer, slapstick-type flick. I would like to find out 
who’s in the movie and if it’s available on video for 
personal consumption. I would certainly appreciate 
your help and expertise in finding this one.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. Send 
“Find That Flick” questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the August 8 issue, Lyle MacDougall of 
Buffalo wrote: “In my pre-adolescence, I recall a 
show that may have been on on Saturday mornings. 
It was this live-action show, where this attractive 
blonde and attractive brunette in pigtails would run 
around in colorful, tight-fitting Spandex outfits. 


They may have been heroes, they may have had 


superpowers, there may have been 
other people in this show. All I can 
really remember were those pre-ado- 
lescent feelings that bubbled out when- 
ever I saw those women in those outfits. 
Who says Saturday morning television 
didn’t have a positive influence on young 
minds? So what was this show?” 

We received 19 correct answers, so 
our winner was chosen by drawing. 
And heis... 

Stephen Weakley of Elk Grove 
Village, Illinois: “The answer is Electra 
Woman and Dyna Girl. This Wonder 
Woman/Mighty Isis rip-off starred 
Deidre Hall, now a major soap opera 
diva on Days of Our Lives, as Electra 
Woman, and Judy Strangis as her 
Robin-inspired sidekick Dyna Girl. 
When not reporting for Newsmakers 
magazine, the ladies fought crime with 
the assistance of a scientist or profes- 
sor, I can’t remember, named Frank, 
played by Norman Alden. Frank watched over the 
city from their hidden command post and monitored 
everything on a large television screen. Originally 
the show started as a segment on The Krofft 
Supershow on ABC Saturday mornings, but new 
episodes didn’t last more than the season. When Hall 
became a big daytime TV star because of Days..., the 
show was dusted off for reruns a few years later, just 
like those New Laugh-ins that featured Robin Wil- 
liams. I know I saw both Strangis and Alden in 
various television shows and movies over the years, 
but none come immediately to mind. I don’t know if 
the show’s on tape, but there’s a great color photo of 
the team in Jeff Rovin’s The Encyclopedia of Super- 
heroes.” 

Additional information came from our 18 run- 
ners-up... 





Deidre donned Spandex regu- 
larly before she got “respect- 
able” on Days of Our Lives. 


Richard Wright of Albuquerque, New Mexico: 
“The Krofft Supershow premiered September 11, 
1976, as a 90-minute (later cut to 60 minutes) anthol- 
ogy type of kids show. The segment with the good- 
looking superheroines was ‘Electra Woman & Dyna 
Girl.’ Their costumes were indeed one of the show’s 
best features. Unfortunately, the following season, 
the Electra Woman/Dyna Girl segment was replaced 
with other segments better left unnamed. The pro- 
ducers of the show (as indicated by the title) were 
brothers Sid and Marty Krofft, who also produced 
Far Out Space Nuts, Lidsville and H.R. Pufnstuf. 
Deidre has appeared in several made-for-TV movies 
including The Million Dollar Face (1981-TVM), A 
Reason to Live (1985-TVM), and Take My Daugh- 
ters, Please (1988-TVM), plus a theatrical film (avail- 
able on videotape), Special Delivery (1976), as a 
massage parlor girl with Cybill Shepherd and Bo 
Svenson. Credits for Judy Strangis include Room 
222 as student Helen Loomis 
(1969-74), Batman in ‘The 
Cat’s Meow?/’The Bats Kow 
Tow (12/14&15/66, although 
credits list her as ‘Stragis’), 
Twilight Zone in ‘The Bard’ 
(5/23/63) as Cora, and pro- 
viding voices for several car- 
toons in the seventies.” 

Kevin Scott Lassiter 
of Carrollton, Texas: “Electra 
Woman was a Wonder 
Woman knockoff. She wore 
normal clothes and had a 
normal job, except when she 
had to be Electra Woman. 
Dyna Girl was not in every 
episode. Like Batman, E.W. 
had solo adventures.” 

Brian Yelverton of 
Salem, Massachusetts: “The 
Krofft Supershow was a 
group of live-action adven- 
ture segments like ‘Wonderbug,’ ‘Dr. Shrinker’ and 
‘Bigfoot and Wildboy,’ hosted by an annoying guitar 
rock band called Kaptain Kool and the Kongs. I think 
some of the adventure segments also showed up on 
a show hosted by the Bay City Rollers (slight up- 
gerade, I guess).” 

Tim Murphy of South El] Monte, California: 
“The Krofft Supershow included two other segments 
as well—‘Wonderbug,’ about a super VW, and ‘Dr. 
Shrinker,’ about a mad scientist with a ray that 
miniaturizes some teens and then they ran around 
while much hilarity ensued. ‘Shrinker’ starred Jay 
Robinson and a pootless Billy Barty. ‘Wonderbug’ 
had a black guy in the cast who later became porno 
star Jack Baker!” 

Chad A. Scheres of Los Angeles: “I remember 
gathering in the playground during recess every 
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Monday and discussing all those 
dazzling special effects and stun- 
ning dialogue of the previous 
weekend’s episode. Well, actually, 
we just talked about those tight 
outfits they wore. As far as I know 
it’s not available on video except 
for poor quality bootlegs (which is 
what I have). If you’re not on the 
floor with tears in your eyes, laugh- 
ing hysterically while watching 
this, then there’s something wrong 
with you. Then again, maybe 
there’s something wrong with me, 
cause I find this crap hilarious!” 
Jim Korkis of Glendale, Cali- 
fornia: “Judy Strangis is the niece 
of musician Spike Jones, who at 
one time dated writer Mark 
Evanier, who is now keeping com- 
pany with B-movie queen Jewel 
Shepard. This show was the only 
cliffhanger segment on the Krofft 
Supershow, and Electra Woman 
and Dyna Girl rode about in their 
Electracar and communicated 
with the Crimescope Computer 
with their Electracom. They 
battled villains like Ali Baba, Spi- 
der Lady and Glitter Rock. Fortu- 
nately the girls were charged with 
Electrobeams to defeat these bad 
guys. Yes, they were indeed one of 
the major causes of propelling 
young men into the glories of pu- 
berty. This show was on ABC and, 
even in reruns, disappeared in 
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1978.” 

Doric Kopinto of Meriden, 
Connecticut: “I remember Electra 
Woman and Dyna Girl fondly be- 
cause both actresses are hot babes 
who looked fantastic in their 
Spandex superhero outfits. Deidre 
wore orange and yellow, Judy had 
pink and red; both looked gor- 
geous!” 

Jon Calderas of Cincinnati: 
“The thing I remember most was 
that each week, their boss would 
introduce a new top secret device. 
It never failed that they had to use 
that specific device to save their 
lives that week. Coincidence?” 

Also answering correctly were 
Joey Beretta of Kent, Washing- 
ton; Tim Bowen of Niles, Ohio; 
Robert Busch of New York; Joel 
Spencer “J.J.” Horn of Brook- 
field, Illinois; Paul Hugli of Bell- 
flower, California; Ken Kish of 
Berea, Ohio; Stately Wayne 
Manor of Drexel Hill, Pennsylva- 
nia; Wes Pierce of Orlando; Sean 
Whitley of Dallas; and Dr. Todd 
Wyatt of Nashville, Tennessee. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 


videos, Joe Bob will give you a free ad 
(up to twenty words—60 cents each 
additional word). No businesses. No deal- 
ers. Just send information to P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


Joe Bob’s 


Classifieds 





Fanzines 


Scream Queen Zines! A one-stop, cutting- 
edge mail-order source for over 1,000 titles. 
Beautifully illustrated 120-page catalog 
includes: fringe/exploitation film, anima- 
tion and sex periodicals. Send $3 to Xines, 
Box JB-6, 1226-A Calle de Comercio, Santa 
Fe, NM 87505. 


Video Trades 


Wanted: Uncut VHS coies of Hardware and 
Dust Devil. Video traders—your list gets 
mine. Justin Gregorits, 101 Harrisburg 
Pike, Dillsburg, PA 17019. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


r 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, : 
sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 
| Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge | 
| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t | 
forget your signature and expiration 
| date) or mail your ad with check pay- | 
| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 
| | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 
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